TOMORROW'S STARS TODAY 


The Strokes might 
currently be on 
songwriting 
sabbatical, but for 
anyone craving the subway rattle 
of rock'n'roll, help is at hand. The 
Vines are an incredible three- 
piece in their early 20s from 
Sydney, Australia. They sound 
like The Beatles playing '70s New 
York punk, and they arrive in 
Britain later this month to 
support the release of their 
chaotic debut single, ‘Factory’. 

When NME phones them to 
find out more, they're holed up in 
a hotel room in LA. It’s midday 
their time, and they seem 
confused. Bassist Patrick 
Mathews picks up the phone, 
stumbles over drummer David 
Oliffe and immediately asks 
whether we've met. When we 
say we haven't, he sighs and 
passes us to singer/guitarist 
Craig Nichols. 

“Hello,” whispers Craig. “Have 
we met before?” 

Er, no. I’m just phoning to do a 
piece on you for NME. 

“Oh, right...” 

Over the next 15 or so 
minutes, we struggle manfully 
to piece together The Vines’ 
history. That's quite hard, 
because it’s fair to say Craig 
hasn’t got all the facts at his 
fingertips. He claims not to know 
how long they’ve been going, 
but it’s probably “about five 
years”. He says they’re really 
into English music like “Muse, 
Placebo and the Manic Street 
Preachers” and that they're in L. 
recording their debut album with 
Rob Schnapf, a producer 
responsible for, among other 
things, Beck’s ‘Mellow Gold’ 
and ’Odelay’ albums. 

As to how they got there - 
they haven't got a permanent 
record deal yet, although plenty 
of labels are willing to give them 
one-— they seem unsure. It coutd 
be the result of financing from a 
management company in 
Sydney. How long have you 
been out there? 

“| can't tell,” says Craig, not 
entirely unexpectedly. 

“Probably about two months. 
I’m really spaced out. Seriously, 
| can’t remember how long I’ve 
been here, it feels like a really 
long time...” 

His voice trails off. LA, it 
seems, is sending him insane. 

“Yeah,” he says, suddenly 
perking up, “I’m pretty sure it is. 
It's so different from where I’m 
from. Back home it’s really 
mellow and I'm near the water 
and trees. Here it's all so artificial. 
| haven't been going out much. 
I've seen a couple of bands, but | 
can’t remember their names.” 

Never mind. Just tell us what 
The Vines are all about. 

“| think people are looking for 
something real,” he decides. 
“There's not much out there at 
the moment. There are too many 
old bands. | want to do 
something, er, artistic. It’s really 
kinda difficult to put into words.” 

In that case, we'll help. 
Following The Strokes and The 
White Stripes, The Vines are the 
latest group to offer a thrilling, 
stripped-down take on the 
traditional rock'n'roll blueprint. 
Their songs are short, sharp and 
fuzzily melodic and at some point 
next year, they'll be collected 
together on a classic debut 

: album. For now, that’s all they — 
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*FACTORY’ IS OUT NOW ON REX RECORDS 
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HEAR THIS WEEK’S SINGLES AND OVER 2,000 OTHERS ARCHIVED ON WWW.NME.COM 


The Vines 


Factory (Rex Records) 


Difficult to imagine this now, maybe, but 
once upon atime, not all garage came 
from the UK. Already building a reputation 
as ‘The Australian Strokes’ (this doesn’t 


mean that they're a Strokes tribu 
just that they're a good band like 


Strokes and they come from | 


guitar groups 
the ‘British Inv. 


it was recorded by someone who ha : 


day jobina garage, too. 


__ But no matter. This is dumb, short 
and fun — and 20-something kicks are so _ 


hard to bee 


Kool G Rap 


My Life (Rawkus) 


Kool G Rap is a candidate for 
headmaster of rap’s old-school. 
Back in the day he was one of the 
Juice Crew, alongside the likes of 
Big Daddy Kane. Here, he returns 
to drop what what one can only 
really call ‘straight thugging’. 
Quite boring thugging too, if we're 
honest, because even though the 
rhymes are good and the Ghetto 
Pros production is immaculately 
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shiny, it features slightly too many 
old hat turns to be remarkable. 
Vocoders. Please. They just make 
your voice sound all funny. 


Freeheat 


Retox (outafocus) 


From the Jesus And Mary Chain — 
Jim Reid. From Earl Brutus — Nick 
Sanderson. Gathered together to 
relentlessly pursue the thing that 
they love most — lager. Sorry. We 
mean ‘the thing they love most — 


rock‘n’roll’. This is very much 
the story with Freebeer, sorry, 
Freeheat; gentlemen of a certain 
age attempting to recapture 

the incendiary glories of their 
youth, and, though their hearts 
are undoubtedly in the right 
place, misfiring slightly. Stooges 
riffs predominate, while on the 
cover the group are pictured 

in a crazy art installation; funny 
wallpaper, ciggies and pints 

of beer. What? Oh. Apparently, 
it’s a ‘pub’. 


Goldfrapp 


Lovely Head/Pilots (mute) 


The crazy success of former Tricky 
collaborator Alison Goldfrapp and 
her partner in trip-hop, Will 
Gregory, continues apace. Though 
thoughtlessly overlooked by the 
tofu-brains at the Mercury Music 
Prize, there's still no stopping 
them. Their LP, ‘Felt Mountain’, 
has gone gold and is a dinner 
party hit, while this re-release of 
her first single sounds as ever 


get this dinner 
party.started,, cx 


endearingly like an episode of The 
Clangers set underwater. 

As a completely unrelated 
remark, NME would like to say that 
magnolia is the most popular 
colour to be painted on walls in 
rented accommodation. It’s quite 
nice for the short term, and no-one 
finds it offensive. 


Zero 7 
In The Waiting Line 


(Ultimate Dilemma). 


Very nice mood music from 

‘The British Air’ here, even if what 
the ‘Waiting Line’ actually is, is 
left open to question. It could be 
the Circle Line, as this is very 
much the sort of thing one 
imagines to emanate from the 
headphones of the London 
fashionable as they commute 
from graphic design job to 
soulless high-fashion drinkerie, 
wrapped in their own ennui. 
Vocalist Sophie Parker is suitably 
deadpan, but there’s still a 
suspicion that, while the journey’s 
nice enough, it'll be a while 
before the song itself arrives. 


The Cure 


Cut Here (Fiction) 


If Paul Weller is The Modfather, 
then Smith is The Gothfather. 
Despite the fact that he’s now 
receiving respect from many 
nu-metal players who appreciate 
his hardcore angst, ‘Cut Here’ is 
pop exactly as the band made it in 
1985. It’s also the sole new track 
on a luxurious greatest hits LP out 
in time for.Christmas. A gift idea 
for the sad ‘phat metaller’ in your 
life, perhaps. 


Fuzz Light Years 


Me And You (Instant Karma) 


“Ten thousand insects are sucking 
my head” is the line that leaps out 
here. And boy, do Fuzz Light Years 
know a lot about sucking. Difficult 
to know who to blame for this 
nasty Camden music, as it seems 
to be simultaneously in thrall to 
Pulp and to Republica, which 
doesn't really bear thinking about. 
But in a world where Republica 
are Oasis, Fuzz Light Years are 
Shed Seven. 


